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Breakfast 


David looked down at the plate of burnt toast and runny eggs that was sitting in front of him. "Uh, thanks." He 
picked up his fork and halfheartedly poked at one of the less gooey eggs. Glancing up and seeing the redhead's 
expectant gaze, he cut off a (very) small piece and nibbled on it. He could feel the slimy substance sliding 
around in his mouth, and fought the urge to spit it out. 


"So how is it?" Dave asked, fidgeting a little. 


Its great!" David grinned and lied quickly, not wanting to hurt his boyfriend's feelings. Picking up a charred 
piece of toast that looked like it had just barely escaped a house fire, he took a tiny bite. "Thanks for doing 


this." He smiled, this part he was able to say sincerely. 


"You're welcome | guess" Dave looked down at the floor, attempting to hide behind his hair. "You don't think it's 
very good, do you?" 


David swallowed hard. Shit. What did he do now? Dave cared that much about him that he made him breakfast, 
when was the last time that that happened? "No, its not that. I'm just not very hungry this morning" 


"You sure?" Dave looked up through his hair and cast a piercing glance at the bassist. 

"Yeah." David smiled weakly, forcing himself to eat another bite of egg. 

~Fifteen Minutes Later ~ 

David finished washing the plate, and tried to stop thinking about all the horrid things that have happened to 
people who eat raw eggs. As he was drying off his hands with their stained dishtowel, he felt a pair of arms 
sneak around him. "Hey, you okay?" He turned his head and looked back at the silent form that was attached to 
his back like a very sad ginger koala. Hanging the towel back up on its rack, he turned and wrapped his arms 
around his lover. 


Dave leaned his head onto David's chest and sighed. "| could tell you didn't like my cooking, it was horrible." 


David smiled fondly. "Hey, don't be so upset about it! It was just breakfast, no big deal, right? Besides, | love 
that you did that for me." He pressed a kiss onto the top of Dave's head. 


The guitarist sighed, and relaxed a bit. "You sure?" 


"Yep." 


"Next time can we just go out for waffles though?" 


